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“Secret passages!" Jamieson said. “Hell! 

^ ° ngmoreo gina an 

"No, I never heard of any such thing, Mr. 
Blake," answered Lorn quickly. "And there 
can’t be any, because I’ll tell you whv. T.ast 
year I had electric light put in, an 
ling had to be stripped off the wall 


trapdoor. 

“I'm getting t 
huskily. “I hal 


bought I could hear that 


“Five of us left,” murmured Lorn, staring wi 
/ide eyes into tb- -' • 


)f us? 


the way, you’ve got o: 


became purple. 

"And what are you supposea to oe aoing, ask¬ 
ing questions of me?” he shouted. “You’re sup¬ 
posed to be a detective, aren’t you? Well, aU 
right! If you are one, who killed Tom? Who 
killed Gordon? Who killed ’em, eh?” 

keep your temper, Lom. You’ll have a heart 
attack in a minute.” 

"Well, I mean it!” snarled Lom. “There’s 


le goes nextr’ 

"None," said Blake determinedly, and went to 
} the door. “Tinker!” he called up the stairs. 

"Knock on Lucy’s door and get her to come down 
i here. We’re all going to stay together in this 
T room, and make sure that nothing more can 

“Right-ho, guv’nor!” Tinker answered. 

’ Blake returned to the parlour. 

s frowning. “ She’s in a bad s' " ' ’- - ’ 


I didn’t w 


ik it’s be 


. StUl, 




it away through 


gently. 

"Dead! 
and clen 
letting 01 


"That’s true, Lom—if this w 
forward case,” Blake said. “But it isn 
sneered at Tom’s stories of a monster in 


"Monster?” echoed L 


n with frightened ey 


i her teeth as if to stop herself 

Lucy," Blake said, putting an arm 
oulders and leading her to the sofa, 
n happen now. There’s nothing 


ilr. Blake,” she s: 



the house? ’ 

“That’s what I’m wondering,” Blake answered 
He will act again, and in that action he will give 




is sealed—sealed by flood. Therefore if 
there is a sixth man, where in Heaven’s name is 

where he can hide?” 

The detective’s voice rose slightly towards the 


rs which had struck the house 


_prowling to make another kill. 

Lucy shivered suddenly. 

■ " violently, and grabbii^ up a bottle he flung 
the clock on the wall. 

shot missed, and the bottle exploded 
the panelling, letting broken glass and a 
of liquid shower down the wall to the 

you’re doing!” shouted Lorn, 


"Steady!” the detective rapped out. “We’re 
. all together now, aren’t we?” 

“Yes, and we’ve all been together before!” 
shouted Jamieson, his eyes wild. “We’ve all 
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But the girl clung with the strength ol blind 
panic. For three seconds the detective could 
not break the desperate hold, and when at last 
he freed himself, the girl tell back against the 
wall, and began to sob wildly. 

Blake dashed across the parlour, and grabbed 
up Lom’s small pistol from the floor where it 
lay. He turned towards the cellar trapdoor as 
a roar sounded from the depths ol the cellar. 

He reached the trapdoor and stared down. 
The cellar was Ailing with a foaming flood ol 
water, and barrels and other articles were being 
■ id thrown about on the eddying, stream. 

i the stairs, and shone his 
'. One part ol the 

5t opening that the flood 
ghting his way along the 
ged and splashed as high 


Blake clattered dc 
torch across the ce' 


Bullets might be precious. He could not afford 

He plunged down into the swirling water which 
threatened to tear his legs Ir-' 


the currents that sucked at ms regs. 

Spray burst up everywhere, filling the tunnel 
with rain and cutting off the sight of the 
fugitive ahead. 

Tinker Itdlowed after the detective as well as 
he could, though once or twice he was thrown 
down and plunged into the water before he could 


They went on until gradually the le- 

water began to sink. The floor of the tuimel 
was sloping upwards, and the volume of 
—-n trapped In 


if flood 

it ailed the cellar of the inn behind 
3t deep when Blake 
w” inches of water ahead of 



beyond, then he stopped. 

The cavern was large, and in the middle the 
rock floor had been broken away, and provided 
a secret anchorage for a boat, twenty feet wide, 
and sixty long. 

The floor of the tuimel in which they stood 
was a few feet higher than the cavern floor, and 
in consequence the first wave ol the flood only 
had thrown tons ol water into the tuimel. 


rock below. Still there was no sound from across 
the cavern. 

Tinker made a shuffling noise in the tunnel, 
then was silent again. Blake crawled farther 
across the rock towards the edge ol it, where it 
dropped down into the water. 

ment from the men behind the shoulder of rock, 
voice in German. “How many of them?" 


Once that had passed, the level had fallen 
again, and the surplus water had drained out 
ol the cavern again, leaving the water-level in 
the secret dock several feet higher than normal. 

In this secret dock lay a long black craft of 
steel. At first it looked like a whale, but an 
open trapdoor in the top ol it revealed its true 
nature. 

"The monster," Blake muttered between his 
teeth. “A miniature submarine!" 

Tinker came up behind his master and 
stopped, peering into the cavern. 

"So that’s what it was!” he breathed. 

"Clever, isn’t it?” Blake murmured. “It could 
be launched by a parent U-boat off Inverness, 
then slink its way in here to get all the in¬ 
formation which our murderer was collecting lor 
the benefit ol the Nazis!” 

Utter silence reigned in the cavern, but It was 
the silence of death. Somewhere the murderer 
and the crew of the tiny U-boat were hiding, 
their guns ready. 

Blake searched the gloomy cave carefully, then 
made out a shoulder of rock jutting from the 




'"Thanks for the information,” thought Blake, 
lying still in the shadows. “Now we know where 



Silence tell as Tinker made another scraping 
sound in the tunnel. Blake crawled right up to 
the edge ol the rock and stopped again. 

suddenly from the tunnel Blake heard 

"We know where you are,” he heard Tinker 
say. "What chance do you think you have ol 
getting that boat out of here now?” 

Blake slipped over the edge of the rook and 
down into the water, making no sound. He kept 
the gun above the surface, then silently began 
to swim across the water. 

"Hlmmel!” came a voice from behind the 
shoulder ol rock. “We had better go for them. 
They wUl shoot at the boat, and if that is put 


Blake raised his gun again, and once more 
hesitated to shoot. 

■■ Why don’t you shoot, guv’nor?” yelled ’Tinker 
from behind. 

“We may need our bullets!" Blake snapped 
back, and began to move forward last. 

The water became shallower and shallower, 
until the detective found that he could sprint 
last along the floor ol the tunnel. 

He gained upon the ruimlng man ahead. He 
saw the man’s head turn quickly and glance 
back over his shoulder. 

“Hllfe!” the runaway yelled. "GeheimpollzistI 

"German!" panted Blake. "He’s warning 
somebody ahead. Thank Heaven I saved the 
buUets!” 

The runner shouted again, warning somebody 
ahead that the detectives were pursuing him, 
and some confused answering shouts came, 
echoing strangely, as if ringing from inside a 

Then the murderer reached the end of the 
tunnel and jumped down out of the detective’s 
sight. 

Blake slackened speed, and kept close to one 
wall as he approached the end of the tunnel. He 


_ _„ __re slightly, then smiled 

grimly to himself and held his little pistol ready. 
’The faint sound of the submarine could be 
heard, grating against the sides of its secret 
dock, 

“Where are they?” ’Tinker breathed. 

“Over there,” Blake answered in a whisper. 
“Keep out of sight. Tinker, but keep making an 


“I can’t afford to waste bullets," Blake 
reminded him simply. “ I must have short range 
with a little gun like this," 

He dropped to his hands and knees, keeping 
the gun ready for instant action, and began to 
slither .forward along the floor of the timnel on 


until he^as at the very edge ol 
down to the ledge of the dock. 
No sound came from across t 


drop 

The 


men were waiting for him, but they could not see 
him yet through the gloom, and the detective 
hoped they would be watching for the appear¬ 
ance of a man—not a shadow that moved silently 
across the face of the floor. 


He hesitated at the brink of the drop, then 
slithered slawly over the edge and reached the 


dock, grasped the edge of the rook above him, 
and pulled himself slowly up. The faint noise 
of the submarine groaning against its moorings' 
hid the souni^of the water dripping from the 

He drew himself up on to the rock, and a faint 
smile spread over his face. He was immediately 
behind the three men hiding by the rock 
shoulder! 

“You stand no chance now!” Tinker cried 
from the tunnel. 



“Himmel!” 


One man in German naval uniform sprang to 
his feet and whWed round, a heavy automatic 

Blake’s small pistol spat viciously. The 
German threw up his hands and staggered. His 
gun clattered to the floor and he reeled back¬ 
wards, over the edge of the dock, and vanished 
into the water with a noisy splash. 

The other two men rose up slowly. The 
sudden appearance of the detective right behind 
them had been a stunning blow. 

Tinker came running noisily from the 
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for the first time there was a tinge of emotion in 


The Story So Far 

I T is midnight. The Bev. Colgate-Jones, Vicar 
of Olaybury, in the Thames Valley, is about 
to retire, when he hears a sound at his 
front door. When he opens it a wounded 
man falls across the threshold. Before he dies, 
the man reveals himself as a Secret Service 
agent who has discovered a clue to Nazi activiti^ 
to Bri^m ^last wm:ds are E^^rntog: 
strike. XI will give the signal. Toothpaste— 

^^^cSgate-llones telephones his friend Michael 
Dene, of the Foreign Office, who reveals to 
■^olgate-Jones and his niece, Carol Wray, that 




' find a) 


thir‘placef"5f ?ranpany with 
Colgate-Jones, Carol, and Prank Stacey, another 
Secret Service man. There they meet Janice 
Gould, a girl-friend of the dead Clavering, from 
whom she has received a sealed letter. While 
she has gone to get it from her coat, ^ the 
lights are extlngmshed. Dene and his friends 
are overpowered in the darkness and taken by 
ear to a house in the country. 


mask of black silk covered 

his face. 

" Oood-momlng," hi said in a low voice that 
was completely toneless. 

"Who are you?" demanded Michael Dene, and 
the newcomer uttered a little throaty chuckle 
that lor some reason made the Secret Service 
man's flesh crawl, 

"A good many people would like to know that, 
Mr. Dene," he answered gently. "A great many 
people. But none of them ever will. I am nobo^ 
-a cipher and a number. I am known as X1.” 

"So you’re XI, are you?” said Michael Dene. 
‘Tve been wanting to meet you." 

“You should be thankful, then, that your wish 
. granted, Mr. Dene.” replied X1. 


blow which will paralyse trade, stop all 
■ manufacture, and generally create a 
panic throughout the country," answered XI. 
‘"Ihe blow, to be successful, must be struck from 
inside. It must come when it is least expected. 

■ be of shattering dimensions. That 
n way of making war. The scheme, 
which we have so patiently perfected, will 
achieve just that. It will be put into practice 
simultaneously in every town and city through- 


_1 the work of a few extremists 

—their puny efforts with a few childish bombs?” 
said XI. “Magnify that ten thousandfold. 
Imagine every factory, food storage, railway 
station, suffering a crippling explosion; Imagine 
these explosions taking place at exactly the same 




ir consumption. That 


'Tm afraid, h 


intend to do 
le soft chuckle came from 


hit or 


only possible, but practical. If you were alive— 
which you will not be—you would sec it happen. 
The whole thing is prepared—everything is 
ready. The map of the British Isles has been 
divided into seven sections, and each of these 
sections is In charge of a section-leader. These 
men have worked indefatigably to bring about the 
'm afraid. I haven’t result I have outlined. Carefully they have 
ils. It is rather a sought out the fanatics, the people with causes, 
lUst have the appear- and exploited them. The scheme is Nazi 
il. I shall, no doubt, Germany’s, but It will be carried out bv your 
Luckily, there is no own countrymen. That is 


“I AmXl! ” 

-^HE door of the oar was jerked open, and 
they saw that -"" --- 


le forward, and they 


T 

J. were lifted__ _ 

flight of steps and through a wide door 
into a dimly lighted hall. Dene caught a glimpse 
of rugs and old furniture as he was borne swiftly 
up a huge staircase, along a corridor, and de¬ 
posited on the floor of a big, empty 
a single bulb that hung from “ 

ither three were brought 
who had perf( ■ ■■ ■ 

.ence, withdrew 
_ very comfortab 
marked Colgate-Jones, 
where we are?” 

“Somewhere in the country, 
mured Carol. “I saw a lot of 1 

“ It doesn’t matter very much where we 

haps you can loosen em. 

They tried, but after a few minutes each had 
to confess that they could make no impression. 
The cords that bound them had been tied by 

“Nothing doing?” asked Dene breathlessly. 
"I’m afraid it’s the same here. Well, we seem 
to have got into a nasty jam-” 

He stopped suddenly as there came the sound 
of footsteps outside the door. The key rattled 
in the lock, the door opened, and “ 
quietly into the room. 

He was of medium height, and tt 


eded 



“ I thought you couldn’t know much,” said X1. 
“According to my information. Clavering could 
not have lived long enough to have imparted 
much. Tell me what you know.” 

Dene considered quickly. There was nothing 
to be gained by withholding what information 
he had. Unless they could discover some means 
of escape they would die, anyway. On the other 
hand, he had been studying this man’s men¬ 
tality, and he had decided that, like the rest of 
the leading Nazis, he was as vain as a peacock. 
It was just possible that with skilful handling 
he would reveal the whole scheme, from the 
' of displaying his own cleverness. 


they will be working lor Germany. They thi 
that they are furthering the Interest of th 
own particular little cause. On these people c 

agents have workr” *— - 

cleverly, fostering tl 
ing methods to red 
long time, but it is 
barrel has been set 


r grievances and suggest- 
ulshrf now. The powder 


"And you really think that this will bring 
Britain to her knees?" demanded Dene. “How 
do you propose to give your signal so that It 


_ _ if they 1 

_ Rather to the sur- I 
iolgate-Jones and the others, therefore, - 
rapidly related what they knew. 

“H’m!” commented XI when he finished. 
'It’s rattier more than I thought, and yet really 
lery little-” 

“.the impression that Clavering 


m afraid,” replied XI, "i 


such wholesale destruction s 


underestimated the result. The dgnal which : 
shall give will set in motion a chain of destruo- 


came ’The ej 


“What exactly is supposed tc 


"The downfall of Great Britain,” he said, ar 


pausing on the threshold. “The original date 
was, as you know, the twenty-first. It has been 
put forward. I shall give the signal on Tuesday, 
the seventeenth, instead.” 

He went out. shutting and locking the door 
behind him. 


Held CapUve 

•HERE was silence in the bare, dimly lit 
room when XI had gone—a silence 
that lasted for nearly a minute, and 
was broken by a long, sighing breath 

"What a diabolical scheme!” he whispered. “I 
' don’t think it would have the crushing effect 
they imagine, but- •' 

1 "Why have they altered the date, I wonder?" 
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